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THE HAND OF 
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DON'T BE 

A WALKING 

BASEBALL MACHINE 




IT'S EASY TO 
HYPNOTIZE... 



Tiponr.( pM 
n/ing itihtmjue ii< 



1 eu'll nrnl i tuirii j:tiing iik) (ratifying. • 

HOW TO HYPNOTIZE Ok- i til you needlo know. I 

|[ is put to limply, anyone can follow It. And there * 

ire 24 nulling photograph* tot foul guidance- • 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten day*' examination of this syitem if offered * ... 

to you if you tend the coupon today. We will ship ! «**»»*« 

you out copy by teturn mail, in plain wrapper If ! 

not delighted with result*, return it in 10 dayi and i *■"> — 

>4ur money will be refunded. Striven Publishers, * 

11) West J7th St.. New York 19. N. Y. ;. 

M rtANC Of Ult, A^B-", IMS. r*™b« I P. Pvbk».<l M-~MMv t» *. * W«. t 



IIS Wail S7lb it., N. Y. 1*. M. Y. 
Send HOW TO HYPNOTIZE m plain 
G Send C.O.D. I will pay poitman SI.98 plui pomge. 
D t enclose il 91. Send postpaid 
If not delighted. I may teturn it in 10 day* and eel 
m> money back. 



/.our _ Mn(r 
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V eholo —the follt of nm mortal known as otto marun/ he would eo anything for 

KNOWLEDGE . .EVEN KM. MIS OWN KIND / BLINDLY, HE SEEKS TO UNRAVEL TNE TANGLED WES 
OF MYSTERY THAT IS CALLED LIFE, LITTLE REALIZING that SI/OH MATTERS ARE BEYOND his ken/ , 
J THERE ARE CERTAIN TRUTHS THAT MAM IS NOT MEANT TO KNOW, CERTAtt REALMS OF KNOWLEDGE 
' T ME IS FORBIDDEN TO EXPLORE — AND IF HE BANES TO OEFT HIS FATE, MIS DOOM IS SEALED/ 










'TES.ISEE/TALL CLEARLY NOW/ TM ACCUSED 
0? BEING A WITCH .. THEY'RE T0RTURIN6 HE/ 
!-[ CAN'T KEEP ffiOH CONFESSING-../' 




Instantly, the crowd suttees 

TOmRD OTTO MAHUH..* 



TH£ OfCWO FALLS BACK 




ITS. . Down, oowm through the MMM r 

VORTEX Of TIME ITSELF PL VHSES THE TEMPORAL 
SPIRIT Of OTTO MARLIN. . ./ 




So it ms m*r merlin, alias 
OTTO MAMJN, AK7MWP MK Tith 
FOttAl DRUG ANO LAY IN mi T FOR 
QMQF THE S£XYAHTS OF VIVIAN, 
LADY OF TH£ LAKE 



BUT THE SemttNT'S LOYALTY TO 
MIS MISmCSS WAS SREATEK TWH j 
MS FEAfi OF DEATH . . . 




A Hand of 



BEFORE YOU ENTER THIS SECTION, I -MUST 
WARN YOU OF THE LEGEND OF THE SWAMP/ 
IANY, MANY TEARS AGO, A SMALL TRIBE OF 
SEMINOLE INDIANS MADE .THIS LAND TABOO 
TO ALL STRANGERS. THIS IS THEIR SACRED 
BURIAL GROUND. ALL THE MEMBERS OF THE 
TR6E ARE LONS DEAD, BUT IT IS SAID THE 
SPIRIT OF THEIR CHIEF STILL WATCHES _ 

over at 




from the sinister interior of the florida everglades, 
comes a haunting and almost unbelievable story- hutcreds 
of years ago, as today, cejttajn sections of this vast 
swampland mas unexplored because of the dangers 
lurking there. but in 1926, two adventurous hunters 
prepared to enter this mysterious swamp and travel 
its forbidden areas . 

■ Taking no heed of their guides warning, the two men 
left him and ventured miles int o the foreboang 
realm of the indians ■ 

fred — i-i have a 
queer feeling 
we're being 

WATCHED/ 

PERHAPS' 




The vis/on of his friend being slain Br a 

GHOSTLY IMAGE OF AN INDIAN WAS ENOUGH FOR 
FRED, HE HASTILY THREW HIS GEAR INTO THE 
CANOE AND FLED. CBUT THE INDIAN'S HORRIBLE 
FACE FOLLOWED HIM . 




FRED'S SCREAM BROUGHT WITNESSES TO THE GORY SCENE. HE LAY DEAD ON THE flOOR WITH A TOMAHAWK 
BURIED DEEP IN HIS SKULL, AND THERE WAS NO WAY FOR ANY LIVING BEING TO HAVE ENTERED THE ROOM TO 
COMMIT THE GMASTL Y CRIME / THE TOMAHAWK WAS INSPECTED BY AUTHORITIES AND PROVED TO BE ONE 
USED BY AN EXTINCT TRIBE OF SEMINOLES LONG DEAD / THE DEVILISH HAND Of FATE HAD - 

L4MMD THROUGH TIME AND SPACE TO FULFILL ITS DREADED DESTINY/ | THE END| 




n"- forms than the .vino of 

MAN CAN CONCEIVE / FOR THE EXPLOSION 
THAT BLEW A MAN'S SQOY TO ATOMS ALSO 
RiPPED AWAY THE PROTECTIVE HULL OFTtt 
CENTURIES, AND UNLEASHED A MONSTROUS 
TERROR FROM THE ANCIENT PAST 




Ipuwmr 



TSf YOu WERE NOT BORN 

i CENTAUR, SO YOU CAN 

' RETURN TO YOUR HUMAN 

' FOAM AT AMY TIME MERELY 

I TO DO SO/ AND 

L YOU CAN ALWAYS 




AND NOW YOU CAN JOIN US ^ 
AS WE SCATTER TO THE FOUR 
CORNERS OF THE EARTH . . TO 
WREAK SUCH EVIL AS FKXM* 
DAY MORTALS NEVER^N* 


J IF THEY SCATTER, "^ 
1 THEY'LL NEVER BRMtJ 
\ MI THE FAME I'LL . 
• 1 NEED TO WIN / 

yt MAMOY BLAKE / M 


KT a y^S? 


\J»f WAIT / ^JJ 


t4RM? 


E^rSII 






*M*b*ti 


lv>Kc fc ^-Z3rj 



ATX* rW CINTMMS 
*£TU*NEO TO TTXIt 
<***# CMC. . . 

I'LL PLACE ANOTHER 
BATCH OF DYNAMITE HERE, SO 
I CAN RtSEAL THEM IN THE 
CAVl IF THEY TRY TO DEFY ME ' 
l\\. NEVER LET THE tREATEST 
DISCOVERY OF ALL THE 



THOSE CENTAURS WILL H 
ME WEALTH A3 WELL AS FAME/ 
LURMS THEM INTO CAOES AND 
RUTTINt THEM ON EXHIBITION 
WILL MEAN RICHES FOR ME. . 
AND NANCY / SHE WON'T SPURN 
MY LOVE WHEN SHE LEARNS 
I'LL BE TIC RICHEST AND 
MOST FAMOUS II i IIHIUWn 




I soon Arrt*w*m>s. w 
r or rnt rrtrrs or 

\THt MT. r INDUS 
\A*CHA£0L06ICAL 

irrreorrioM. 



hat you, a you'll soon 
roger.dahling?) be calling 
'me darling/ 
i've made the 
'greatest discovery 
of the ages, nancy— 
and as my future 8ri0e, 
ll be able to 
share my fame/ 



BRIDE ? HOW MANY TIMES MUST 
I REFUSE YOUR PROPOSALS, 
ARLOW? YOU HAVE NO 10EA 
WHAT A GIRL REALLY 

NTS. THERE 
SN'T A SPARK f~ 50 SHE WWTS 
OF ROMANCE /ROMANTIC THINGS, 
WELL, I 
KNOW JUST THE 
ROMANTIC BAUBLE 
THAT WILL WIN 
NY GIRL'S 





f.4rr», m cm mamcy 
9lakcs ranroM nte 
SLOPCS QFHT. FfWUS. 

AH, I'VE FINISHED THE TRANS- 
LATION' "IF THESE ASHES OF 
THE HYDRA BE SPILLED AT THE 
FEET OF ITS ETERNAL ENEMY, 
THE HYDRA WILL RETURN TO 
E ETERNAL VI 



THAT INSCRIPTION IS RIDICULOUS 
...THE HYDRA WAS JUST A 
MYTHICAL MME-HEADED MON- 
STER/ BUT I THIN* I'LL TARE 
A SAMPLE OF THESE ASHES AND 
HAVE THE EXPEDITION i 




STRAHOE... I 


\ VES/rVT COME 


THOUGHT t 


/ TO PROVE I DO 


HEARD HOOF- 


\ mow ABOUT 


BEATS OUTSIDE/ JTHE ROMANTK 


OM. IT'S OHLT f THWBB A WOMAN 


YOUABAIN/ 


/ MEALLY WANTS/ 




I HAVE tOMETMIM 


JKT^^l 


FOR YOU THAT 


S\w\ 


CLEOPATRA WOULD 


HAVE SOLO HER 


^u 


KINCDOH FOR/ 


*% 




\$k 


m$ti 


Sim 


W&Jb 


'Mm 




t/im 


IflNffuj 



YES, I AH MAD.. .ABOUT 
YOUI I'VE GOT ONE 
FINAL «IFT TO OFFEH 
YOU . . . THE GIFT OF 
ETERNAL LIFE... A3 





YES, THE WAYS 0P FATE ARE STRANGE AND 
RELENTLESS , AS HARLOW •NlFPrTH WILU 
KROW T.LL THE CUD OFTWI / rw»TBi 



The tale of 'the cave of the vampire bat" has been a 
topic of rapt discussion for years among the people 
of mexico. in 1933, 4 two of americans from nolly' 
wood came to scout a location in a deserted resign 
of mexico. they were planning a horror movie and 
mao decided on this particular area because of the 
many weird tales they nad heard about it . . . 




AN MOV* LATER T HE r CAME TO THEIR SENSES. THE CAVE WAS EMPTY- SILENT ONCE AGAIN. THE/* 
THOUGHTS TURNED TO THEIR MISSING COMRADE, BEHTLY. THE Y FOLLOWED BENTLY'S ROUTE INTO THE 
TUNNEL AMO CAME UPON A SCENE OF HORROR _ _F"^7^ 




THE TWO MEN FLED TO THE VILLAGE TO REPORT THE AWESOME AFFAIR TO THE AUTHORITIES. THEY WERE 
MET WITH KNOWING GLANCES BY THE TOWNSPEOPLE THE PEOPLE ALREADY FIVE W OF THE EVILS THAT 
WROLWOED THE CAVE OF THE VAMPIRE BAT/ BUT THE TWO AMERICANS MADE CERTAIN THAT THE 
TERRIBLE FATE THEIR FRIEND HAD MET WOULD HOT OCCUR AGAIN '. THEY RETURNED TV THE CA VE WtTM 
DYMAMJTE AMO SCALED tT FOREVER ABAIHST THE TERMOR OF THE I U HMM C MAT/ 




It stahteo smpw £*ove» Far tomt fasoal stfauhs. cnum: fcttt *»***!***** £* 

iinrFOUa- TKH CAX TM FOMT IASHT WUM OFSPCFAHM OFOVC UK W MIHOCR/ KIT A3 
HC m.PCO THC BLOOD OFF « HAMS, * FMW HMtCLF FACt TO IKS WITH A HOKKX Ht COULUFT 




BUT TOffT FL£0 THROUGH THE OAmrtXO STRCCTS 

Mar rue arm tmsftr ww after tern. . 








Tom shrank rneti the s/mr/ the old man's 

BLOOD STAINED WS HANDS 



blood/ the olo mans 
to be seen now with 
Blood on my hands 
would mean the 

END/ 1 MUffT 





THERE IS NO ESCAPE, 
TONT RASCAL— THOUSH 
t MUST ADMIT tT WAS YOU 
WHO FREED ME WHEN 
YOU HE MOVED THC CLOTH 
FROM THE MUUtOft/ 
FOLLOW THE 



IUST BE SOME 
R1BLE NIGHTMARE / 
WUCC UP ANO FIND 
WAS ONLY A DREAM i 




Bur n was no dream, and as tony slowly real- 

gfg W5, ff.1* CLUTCHED HIS HEART. 




BUT FAIR IS FAIR / FOR RELEA3M6 MC 1 WILL 
LET you RETURN TO TK LI VI*-- ON ONE 
CONDITION/ YOU MUST TAKE THE MIRROR WITH 
YOU— AND ONCE EACH MONTH, ONE WITH EVIL 
H HIS HEART MUST LOOK INTO IT f FOR THE 
SLAVES YOU SEND ME, I WILL GIVE YOU FAME 
AND FORTUNE . BUT YOU YOURSELF MUST 
NEVER LOOK IN THE MIRROR/ 



Then the flames 
spurted higher, and 
slowly, the horror 
images faoed from tony 
pascals mind he pound 

mtSElF DWFTm AIM- 
LESSLY TNROUm SPACE . . . 




TM PNOAttSe WAS NOT 

PONBOTTe/^ ONCe 

CACM MONTH TONY 

DtLMTfitD A VtCTW, 

*ho as me 

YtANS PASSED Mf 

pound famc aw 
weAt.ru mow 
me HAm was 

MONSMUP AMTOme 
PASCAL, PATNON 

or mtAwrs/ 



His cmatcau was known all oven town, and rue villawens Borneo as 

Me NOOe PAST, BUT T0N7 PASCAL **$ PmofTENEO. PON AS THE MONTHS 

passed m was mjNNmt out or 'fwenos */ 






AA.. 
T 1 


/ WHAT K'ND OF THICK \*^* 
E VOU PLAYING? WHATEVER 1— ^f*" 
, HAKE TXM S'OP THIS A±. i 
MTANTr PLEASE /f i&\ 

HUPtHY/ -^ S 7^ 

^3pi 


H8 




7 


p 


4Rs'ff2irWwwf m '^Zk ff 


7 

ty 

* 




«~^^i 


*i 






Months PAsseD. me rcNmp perrr mtcrwno 
hao ctevMLY ewoeo ms fatc, became mom 

AND NONe LONELY PIM4S LANOe CHATEAU. PMALLY 

Me oeocec that what Me Nceoeo wets compankn- 
SNW-rm camueoNSMip oe mamma*-, butht 
must nute CANe—roN tmc woman hi MA/rmes j 

MUST NAVE NO eviL IN NEB MEANT { (j 



\ATEff LOOKING FAR AND WIDE, AT LAST HE FOUND 

| A SIRL THAT SU ITED HIS WISHES. . f T ' m HURRy H 




A FEW DAYS LATER, TONY PASCAL 
RETURNED HOME UNEXPECTEDLY AS 
HE STOOD IN THE FOYER 




SPECTRE IN THE ARENA 



Willy Martin wis running, running. He ran fear- 
fully, pausing every once in a while to look back at 
the awful thins chasing him. Then he would moan 
and race on through one narrow, deserted street 
after another. His breath came in gasps so that be 
thought hia lungs would burst, but still he didn't 
dare atop. 

Dimly he beard the tumult and cheers still issu- 
ing from the fight arena he'd left, but gradually 
the aounds grew fainter, and there wu just the 
clartes of his steps on the pavement — and coming 
doaer all the time was the muffled, soft patter of 
something after him. Not a man, not a human re- 
ally, but some ghastly aftergrave thing; some hide- 
ous, unstoppable apparition that looked like Hike 
Kelly who had died a year ago tonight in the ring. 

Willy Martin longed to stop, but he had to go 
on. Finally his feet gave out under him and he 
staggered, then tripped, and as be fell, he turned 
his face upward and looked fully on the bloodless 
countenance of Mike Kelly, standing there in his 
tattered boxing trunks, pieces of the foul earth 
from which he'd wrested himself still clinging to 
him, and the awful stench of the undead came up 
and surrounded Willy Martin as the first blows be- 
gan to fall and he screamed in agony. . . . 

It had all begun just a week ago, this awful pre- 
monition that Mike Kelly had returned from the 
grave to avenge himself. And at first Willy Martin 
didn't believe it, and then he wouldn't let it stop 
him. 

Just a week ago fight manager Willy had returned" 
to his office, propped his feet up on his desk, and 
gloated. Today he'd signed the dead Mike Kelly's 
protege\ Pete Rodriguez, to fight in the Arena in a 
championship bout. 

Rodriguez would be slaughtered in the ring, but 
Willy didn't care. He stood to make a lot of money 
on the deal. There hadn't been as sweet a setup 
since he'd sent Mike Kelly into the ring with a bad 
heart, knowing he couldn't win. He'd made a lot of 
money on that bout, too. 

Willy didn't know what made him think of Mike 
at that moment, unless it was the fact that Rodri- 
quez and Kelly had been close buddies. Rodriguez 
had come to Willy with Stardust in his ayes shortly 
after Mike's death. 

"Please, Mr. Martin," Rodriguez had pleaded. 
'Tell me if I've got a chance. I want to win the 
championship for Mike. He wanted to be champion, 
but be died! Now, if I can do it, I want to be 
champion for Mike." 

Willy's eyes had slid thoughtfully over Rodriguez. 



The kid wasn't top-notch, he knew, but that didn't 
matter. He'd look good for a few rounds. Willy 
shrugged. 

"You can do it, Pete," he said. "You can do it 
easy." 

Rodriguez started training that day, and it wu 
that night that Willy had his first bad dream. It 
seemed to him that he was walking put Mike 
Kelly's grave, and somehow Mike had gotten out of 
it. He grabbed Willy's jacket u he passed, holding 
him fast. 

"Don't doublecrou the kid," Mike warned. 
''Nothing will stop me, not even the grave — don't 
doublecrou Pete!" 

The dream had been so real that Willy had 
awakened in a cold sweat. He lit a cigarette with a 
shaking hand and turned up the light. He wu re- 
lieved to hear the first stirrings of morning outside 
his window. 

But once he'd showered and shaved, he'd dis- 
missed the dream and continued training Rodriguez. 

Nothing more had happened, not till the week 
before the fight when he sat in his office feeling 
good because the contract wu signed. Then he'd 
thought of Mike Kelly and that dream, and slowly 
his eyes had been drawn to the large, plate-glau 
framed picture of Kelly that hung on the opposite 
wall in the long row of fighters Willy had handled. 

As Willy stared at the picture, the room seemed 
to be filled suddenly with a whispering, "I'll come 
back from the grave if you doublecrou the kid," 
Mike warned again. Remember, Willy..." 

The rasping voice swirled around the room, and 
as Willy sat frozen, it seemed to him that Mike 
Kelly's golden boxing gloves, tacked beneath the 
frame picture by their knotted strings, stirred slight- 
ly. Then all was still again. 

Abruptly Willy pressed the buzzer underneath his 
desk that summoned Chuck Maloney in a shuffling 
walk into his office. 

"Did you hear someone talking in here?" Willy 
demanded of his trainer. 

Maloney scratched his head thoughtfully. "Didn't 
hear a sound," he said. "I was just outside, too 
Why?" 

Willy hesitated a moment, and then burst forth. 
"I could have sworn Mike Kelly wu in here talk- 
ing, warning me not to let Rodriguez fight. It wu ' 
his voice. I know it!" 

But then, u Chuck Maloney looked at him sus- 
piciously, Willy said abruptly, "Never mind. Forget 
it. 1 must have been dreaming." 

Once Maloney left the omce, Willy strode over 



to the small mirror that hung at one end of the 
room. He looked carefully at his reflection. 

"Don't go getting soft,'' he told his reflection. 
"Don't go developing a conscience. Mike Kelly's 
dead!" 

He was about to tura away from the mirror, 
when he was suddenly conscious of someone, some- 
thing standing beside him, peering into the glass 
over his shoulder, grinning at him! 

It started first as a vapor, a vague cloud, and 
gradually as he stared, it shaped itself Into the hide- 
ous, decayed, but recognizable features of Mike 
Kelly! 

With a cry, Willy tore his gaze away from the 
mirror and left the office. But once outside he 
managed to still the furious pounding of his heart, 
and when he thought of the money he'd make on 
Rodriguez* fight, he determined that no ghost would 
stop hi* plans. It was just a week till the fight. He'd 
stand it till then, and afterward he'd go away, may- 
be to Florida, where he'd relax and forget the 
nightmares he was having. 

It wasn't until fight night at the Arena that Willy 
looked at the contract Rodriguez had signed. He 
was in the dressing room when it fell out of his 
jacket pocket. And as he went to pick it op, he 
noticed the signatures of the two fighters. The 
Crump's signature was present, but on the line 
where he'd watched Rodriguez laboriously pen his 
name there now stood the signature of Miit Kelly! 

Willy shouldered his way "with Rodriguez to the 
ring. Here among the crowd, he started to fed 
better, safer, and he mopped his forehead. He was 
anxious for the fight to be over, to be able to put 
this whole ghastly business out of bis mind. 

He watched as Rocco, the champ, came down the 
aisle and clambered over the ropes amid the cheers 
of the mob. Rocco was cool and confident When 
the bell rang, he came out from his comer like a 
tiger. 

By the time the first round was over, it was ap- 
parent that Rodriguez didn't have a chance. He was 
taxing an awful beating, and at the end of the 
round, as he went to his corner, he turned an 
agonized, bewildered gaze on Willy. 

Willv sat there, chewing his cigar, not meeting 
the kins eyes. The sooner the fight was over, he 
thought, the better. All he wanted now was to col- 
lect his share of the gate money and go away. Rod- 
riguez could go back on the dump heap then 

The second round began, and it was a slaughter. 
Rodriguez refused to lie down, still not aware what 
was happening to him. Finally his chin connected 
with Rocco 's left, and he went down and out like a 
light. He was down for almost the entire count, 
*hen it happened. 

Suddenly, as though he were standing behind 
Willy, Mike Kelly's voice said clearly, "I've come 



back from the grave, Willy. I told you I would." 

Like a man mesmerized, Willy stared at the ring. 
Rodriguez had gotten up while the crowd roared 
their surprise. But what they couldn't see, Willy 
knew, was the other figure in the ring, the decayed, 
decomposed, beyond-the-grave creature, his gildad 
boxing gloves glinting in the spotlight. 

Mike Kelly stalked alongside Rodriguez, direct- 
ing the kid's blows, making each one count, giving 
a supernatural strength to the kid. And a shocked 
roar developed among the fight fans as murmurs 
grew, "Rodriguez is fighting like Mike Kelly ! It/a 
as though he were Mike Kelly!" 

The fight ended in the third round, and as the 
referee raised the surprised kid's triumphant band, 
the figure that stood in the center of the ring turned 
his malevolent gaze on Willy Martin. 

With a strangled cry, Willy tore himself from 
the ring. He pushed out into the aisle, seeking to 
lose himself, but when be looked back, he saw 
Mike Kelly stalking after him. 

No one in the arena was aware of what was hap- 
pening as Willy pushed his way through the crowd. 
But when he came outside, Mike Kelly stood just 
a short distance away, his gloves uplifted in a 
menacing boxing gesture. 

"Now, Willy,'' the spectre whispered. "Now!" 

It was then Willy Martin took to his heels flee- 
ing away from the Arena, away from his guilt, away 
from the awful creature he could not Jose. . . . 

As the first blows began to fall Willy Martin 
screamed in agony, but relentlessly, mercilessly, they 
continued to fall 

Gradually he sank into a bruised, battered heap. 
It was all over by the time anyone came upon him. 
Ail he could utter through his twisted features was 
the name, "Mike Kelly," and he died. 

Were it not for those two words, "Mike Kelly," 
that Willy whispered, the grave might not have 
been opened. But when Chuck Maioney" discovered 
Mike's boxing gloves were missing from beneath 
his framed picture, although the police scoffed they 
decided to investigate. 

When the grave was first approached, it was 
apparent it had not been disturbed. Grass grew 
evenly over the top, the headstone was in place. 
But shovels bit into the earth anyway as diggers 

§ robed the secret of Willy Martin's strange death, 
inaliy the grave was open, and Mike Kelly'* coffin 
was lifted out. 

They forced back the lid and inside they found 
the year-old corpse of Mike Kelly, decayed and life- 
less. He lay in the rest he'd gone to a year before. 
But inexplicably, tied on his dead hands were the 
polished, gilded boxing gloves that had hung by 
their knotted strings underneath his picture in 
Willy Martin's office. And strangest of all they were 
spotted now, with Willy Martin's blood, . , . 




T?Ht* INSTANT I FNTFffSP THW TTNY StYISS TOM4CCV SUOA, J **AS SFIZ£D 0T A ST&ANG* 
and uNFXPiA'NAate sense of OANxsea was it aecAt/te of -me svbninq lookw ths 
olq tvOAfANS sres os was /t ths choking 9s*eiL of oecAy ano age that bbovght 

F#/t3HT TO Ml NSAerp HEBE. /A/ TH/f SHOP. THf F/0ST LINN /N THS CHAIN OF TfCPofftVAS 
fOWSeO- - TO TfMHSPl ANT Mt INTO A tVOffiD OF SUCH LQATHESOyVS HOAPOP. OF SUCH 
UnFOOGfTTABiS ANO SlU'STEP FOQCSS, THAT 0£ATH ITMtlF WOi/tO HA*T BEEN A BeTTe* FATS 
THAN rTS LIVING MFAKM/f 




fOU'VE BEEN doing 

SOME FOUNTAIN 

CUMBfN<3,EHf 

■'WES YOU MUST 

TRY THE P&4K I NOT TWISTRIP 

NEAR <W NATIVE / MV VACATION 

VILLAGE OP ^/ ENDS OAV 

Z6LLA*0TT. TArTERIOMCeiMW. 

VOO'D NEVER 

FORGET " 



•Yn WHAT SEEMED A MAI* 
*TBANCE I SiOM Y SAOfEO 

otrr of the <*o*. the Gtmtt 
HAt/MTws ere* *e*F4 
IJMMVtf mwe out we/v r 
wae ot/r&oe. . ' 





Betvuoeaeo amd shocked, i looked thoxkyoh the 
MMCCW. I I*** AHfAfff Of AN IMMEOfATW c-wor 

the <s/« and the old *voa*an nmem «wr, and to 
tvref me we/»o a#d sjktesoct rt/a*/**/#v*. tmbk 

A #FtOtT/NO HOffHOS LOOMED WWMf '41* fW/* 




■T ElEO IN TEJPffOO, TNE lOATHESOME SPECTACLE 

Pt UNO/NO MY THOUGHTS ///TO ABYSMAL 
DEPTHS or HOBPOh AMD i¥'LO PHH/C YET THAT 

yejpy same EYEWMG, as My tjmw oouhpeo * 
iOm, StfEEP*YS TVfiN, X SAtV'T.. ' 



■Pmwm tr tma the pvcxh/a* aboma ce the 

* TOBACCO THAT CJftDA <3AY9 ME THAT MADE 
ME BEHAVE *Y to S70AMJE ANO BUOOSN A 
MA/ME*. I CANOPFE* MOEXPtANAT/ONroA 
MV ACTTON, 0UT A SHAfff* ANO lOOESItrtBlB 
IMPULSE c6mY*EHEP ME TO <3E7 Off THAT 
TtfA/ty... * 




£Nve&fb rut H4MAMO... • 




*\A * " w & tVj,g *o confused by me 
a/M.»TOAHGE course orerewrv, that J 

WANTED 70 FLEE 8LTT WIGHT m*S M- 
PO—iBtM MMBV I UEARO GitOAS VOfCt . IT 
rCtL UPON Mf CAGS-t'k-e THE TrHHUNGOfA 
TINY SILVER BEU, CARESSING AND OVBS- 
POWeRINO TN fTf SWEETNEVe...' 



rttWIStr, T ADttOtHfD 7MF MervrreHi#G Gn DA 

Vfoqm tub room as we CA/ve re the 

STAIRhC4Y. I HEARD A SOUNDAT MY FEET. 

true* i tookto down a cry of hvrro-r 

SPRANG TO Mr" l/P*, AMD..." 





•A MOMENT IATER. THE OLO CRONE EMERGED 
*^f~POM W 0QQM WHICH THE SNAKE HAO 

ewettep. uee rage was terr'f/ia/ct, but 
evefi more so ***s Tue imc welt across 
her cueetc/' 




£TA7£ tmt PAffVAuy QUIE7TD fly G/lOA* UAOMT/HG 

SAVtFAWD oe*me hxcf. .. • 

DO NOT BECOME ALARMED BY W MOTHER'S 
ANGER. SHE DETESTS CRUELTY AGAINST 

_ CREATURE* _ 
EVEN SNAKES' lfl^P m i fk '*3t^r< &UT WAS IT 
A SNAKE, 
MMf 



of course, michael-- . 
what else* come -^ 
now, after a nights 
best you will have 
porootten it 
good night, 
and sleep 
WELL.' 




'WW m f &MAL fnrmvB/ 1 a*o#* 
ahp fterwa ne cAvesx, i macf 

BAN, UAIF SLID 0OW# 7H£ MOi/KTAIN 

*ipe. hoc/6* LATea z eeaA/'veo 
coNSCtoufness. • 




•fAKING A SMALL PACKAGE FOOM THE CAB/N, 
■* THE OLD MAM LED TNEkVAy LATfff WHCN 
*Vf EN7ESED A PASSAGE /* TME MOUMTAINS 

basf a FeeiMG at Hoeeoa cost nvrmNMe- 





■V"! disccvebep tw« 

ft* PASSAGE e< :-A\CE 
W( BECEWTLy. IT LEADS 
'■■. TO T^Eie MEETING 
^^^^_ PLACE/ ^ 












1 




i - 




T'ewap* it tme theip /enom 
FIOWIMG /#MY veins which 
MAO€ ME INCAPABLE Or RE- 
SISTING HEP CALL . I tVAl*E0 

toward ufq, drawn w hex 
en/t eeAtsry as a mot*/ to 'a 

FLIOCEff/MG PLAME.. ' 



rpwf/v rue OLD MAN WAS AT 

Mi SIDE, TEAOlMSAT MB 
PACKAGE, AND A MOMENT 
LATEff A SPLUTTEffiHG 
BUNDLE MAS HueieDAT THE 
SPITTING. WBITHINQMASB. • 




rJWf Ml MM *aw * au*b or SMAtcp-iJice 




■■ must hubby/ eveby moment we lose, 
eie venom mixes eubtheo. with youb. 
*OOD' BUT THEBE MAY SILL BE A WAV ' 



^MAN HAD SCOAPEPt/PA 



^J SINCE TH'S 



UQUIO WAS ABLE TO DFSTBOY 
TVIEI2 EV'L, IT IS QUITE - - 
POSSIBLE THAT A SMALL 
OQfiAGE WILL DESTBOY 
TWBtt. Venom which still 
flows in voua veins, we 

6UOULD KNOW IN _ 




*3UCCE£SPUL, AND AS 

PSEPAPED TOLEASeA NMN 
LATSO.. BOTH MS SON AMD 




■RfTOW BC7UBN'NQTOJNm 

to oo a*c*r td -me tobacco 

SHOP POP A LAST LOOK I 

DtcwT fiWAtty exPEcr the 




_ MY ONLY UQPE AND PBAYEB. 
IS THAT I WAVE DESTROYED THE 
LAST OF THE SNAKE WOHSH1P- 

PE2S BUT WHAT IF THERE ABE 
STILL OTHEOS WAITiNG COB. 
SOME iNNOCEKTT CUffTOMfeif 

AN OUT OF THE WAY SHOP? 





THE AMAZING NEW MENSTRUAL SHIELD THAT GIVES 
SURE. SAFe PROTEC TION DIFFERENTLY 

tf. kerr .1 it-l-* II ihr Ub4MM and ~f .1 NO -n? Cmf..r.ird 
h diner™. C-m1.-l.»rd Inak* like and i- an ai&revialed K»lfe— MHPl 
drnfoCard » r*i»n»llv rul 1- hue «ne *»-d* " * g* G*"**** - '* 

made •■( Sne-l fabric «nd rla*tit materials and b lined "iih ilwalia 
uM rubber lu make it liquid repellent. 

NO FINS - NO HOOKS 
Cwnlo-Gard eliminate pins and fe-ka, "Nu-dip" b»,p>. boM th* nap- 
kin securely wilWt pins or b.wks. Yuu'll enj.iii tliw eitra frced-in 
Irora annoyance*. 

ELIMINATES tHAFIM 
Camfo-Card't wide crnlcb keep- itie pad An and *n»">th all ihe 'I'M. 
TV ebwk band hu«- Ac hip-. ihu. elimin.Iina. aM «f the nwM 
r<nnm,.n causes ■>( chafing. 

NO W TAIE BUMfS 

bump. 

HI STAINS - HO OVMROW 



LONG LIFE - WASHES IN A IIFII 

GMI.f~T.ard ..II «i« )«« -I c-J w*» *■*>»*- iD ' » iB » " d 

almoM instantly. Try Cmf.-Cardu i -I. 



TRY COMFO G»RDS 
60 DATS F1IEE . - 
SEND NO MONET 
Iferi 



-6H 



il !■ llir p^-taiie-free 
rf.pt, •fcUl** 
Cm|.-<.ard« (■• y« ia 
unmarked package. 
T.kr MJ day. I- .In-wfe 
• hcllier >«u »i-h I" keep 
^HanVGanfc, I' "• '■ a 
ull refund ..I IN 
mblN prfea -ill be 
„dJ t - immediately. 



A 



60 DAY 
TRIAL 



COUPON 



SEND 



MONEY 




the Hour Glass Waist Nipper 

ACCESSORY SENSATION OF THE 'NATION 



Featuring the Interchangeable 
Buckle. Here is a sensational value 
possible only because the manu- 
facturer ships directly to you. 
Three (3) Hour Glass waist nipper 
belts in 3 color combinations to 
match any colors you are wearing 
all for only $2. 

In all sizes. Just state your waist 
measure. Made of finest- elastic. 
These color combinations are ex- 
clusive—no other elastic waist 
nippers like these on the market. 



Please tend 3 HOUR GLASS WAIST NIPPERS *ii 
changeable buckle and exclusive color combinoti 
only %2 If not thrilled I may return them in ten days tor 
full refund of purchase price. 



My »ai 



Please stale the three c 

tsi Choice . . . 1 

2nd Choice . . 

□ Payment enclosed (FASHION EXTRAS pays postage) 

□ Send C.O.D. (Ml pay postman plus charges) 




SEND NO MONEY 
Try lO Days A 
MAIL COUPON TOOAY 



is* 



